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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE MAD WOMAN 

Oh blame me not that his lips were red, 
Or that my eyes on his eyes went blind, 
A leaf am I in a ruthless wind — 
I'll dig me a grave and rest me, dead. 

Wolf-winds, a pack, 

I dragged by the back 

And loosened them at his door. 

Asp of despair, 

Crawl into his lair 

And eat his heart to the core. 

For the baby he gave to me 

The moon fell into the sea. 

The white leopards of foam 

Said, "Carry it home!" 

So I put it into a s :k, 

And carried it home on my back. 

I lit the lantern of the sun, 

And stole the blue cloth of the sky — 

A cover for my little one. 

I made his crib. Is that his cry? 

Let me run, let me run, 

My eyes grow sad for my son. 
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Spear of the world's scorn in my side, 
The grave is deep where a maid may bide, 
Ever and ever satisfied. 



EARLY NIGHTFALL 

The pale day drowses on the western steep; 
The toiler faints along the marge of sleep. 
Within the sunset-press, incarnadine, 
The sun, a peasant, tramples out his wine. 

Ah, scattered gold rests on the twilight streams; 
The poppy opes her scarlet purse «of dreams. 
Night with the sickle-moon engarners wheat, 
And binds the sheaves of stars beneath her feet. 

Rest, weary heart, and every flight-worn bird! 
The brooklet of the meadow lies unstirred. 
Sleep, every soul, against a comrade breast! 
God grant you peace, and guard you in your rest ! 

Scharmel Iris. 
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